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This was the last time I was to see Lord Dufierin, who even
then seemed as if death had claimed him. I was never
much in personal relations with the Viceroys after Lord
Mayo's time, being employed under the Government of
Bengal, instead of serving, as of yore, under the Government of
India direct. But I had had on more than one occasion ex-
perienced his kindly attention and consideration. He was as
much attached to Sir Mortimer Durand, who was his Foreign
Secretary, as the Secretary was to him. And the following
short sketch will show how Lord Dufferin had the gift, so
richly possessed by another Irishman, Lord Mayo, of thought-
fulness for others, little kindnesses that go deep to people's
hearts and remain there, to be always gratefully remembered.
We were at Rawul-Pindi, to which, as already related, I accom-
panied Sir Donald Stewart, the Commander-in-Chief, as an
Aide-de-Camp. My wife and I had strolled over to the
Viceregal camp to see a friend, and were at the bottom of th$
street at the top of which were the great tents and the huge
shamiamh occupied by the Viceroy. Suddenly we saw Lord
Dufferin, who had been distinguishable walking up and down
in the small garden in front, hurrying our way, pursued by
a jemadar and an aide-de-camp, who, very properly, would not
allow their charge out of their sight. Coining up to my wife
and shaking hands, he said, " I saw you in the distance and
could not resist the temptation of running down to tell you
that, ten minutes ago, I had the great pleasure of signing an
order appointing the best man in India to be Foreign Secre-
tary !" This was my wife's brother, who obtained the blue-
ribbon of the service very young, and who for some time served
this most excellent master. This account of a kindly little
attention on the part of the busy, hard-worked Governor-
General will give a better idea of his character than any long
record of his abilities and successes.

I was to take part in yet another, the most interesting, of the
ceremonies of my time, the Coronation of His Majesty King
Edward VII. in Westminster Abbey in August 1902. The
anxiety and disappointment caused by the postponement on